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They tell me, o, the
do, that lLittle Tully, as
call him, was found
body that didn't want h
him-—mebby just a tiny cub. I don’t
kl"l“"»'.*”-f']- of that—but any-
way, when he was found, Granama
Gabel just took him to her heart In
place of her own boy lost about a
guartier of a century be fore It wa:
then ]n’il.tt] up and left hen-
tucky for good and all, and cami
Kansas—1to forget. But
I{Jfﬂf_‘l that way, ;[-'!:‘]-"'.'.*‘!1.
¢an't move away and lcave
memories In the old house with the
broken step-ladder, and the cracked
‘fruit jars. And Grandma Gabel's
heart staved back in the mountains,
And she is ever thinkin’ of their pur-
*ple tops, and the little grassy coves
in the Blue Ridges.

But little P'like was the happiest
kid on the upper Smoky the day that
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lik& -evéfy other ‘snip of 'Jeamin’
they staved with him, and he used
them. God’'s mercy was in it, too,
but that comes later. Just a little
sod school house and less’n a dozen
but M tavenstow was
an angel of lLight to them eleven
kids that winter. You can't begin
to know how poor they were, and
how few things there was in theis
hard, barren lives to give them
pleasure. Miss Ruth had a little
phonograph, the kind you can put
into a hat box, and a stack of the
weelest song  records you evel
heard, all by real singers, too.
Mebby she never did smile, but she
had good taste, dainty and refined
to the tips of her pretty white fin-
gers, And she give them children
the best things they'd ever know.
lL.ord, how those NUNEry vyoungsters
ate that music. Just never got
enough of 1it. But it seemed 1o me
that Little P'like got the most of all
of 'em out of it. Especially one
record—""My Old Kentucky Home"
—Sung by a good rich baritone
voice, full and sweet,

'Way back in October P'like
worked out a plan to do his Christ-
mas shopping early, but he never
told me about it till nearly Christ-
mas. He was a close-mouthed lit-
tle tyke if there ever was one, and
when he shut his lips in front of
his tongue it was like one of them
abalone shells closin’ up.

children.

You see, there’'s never any Santy
Claus up that valley, 'specially In
District 33. They do what they can
for their children, even in the lean
years, but it never is much at best.
And Grandma.Gabel hadn’t no time
out of her hard days’ work, week
after week, from Christmas to
Christmas, to make anything for lit.
tle Tully—and never a cent to spend
buyin’ him anything. You can’'t make
holidays much of anything without
them two necessities—time or mons-
ey, or both. And after P'like start-
ed to school Tobe took to wanderin'
off that fall, and his mother had to
go huntin’ for him through the can-
and do all her work and her
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As I went on encouragin’ him. vou
should have seen his shine, and
the new light in his face,

“I'm going to do it, and I'll p'like
I'm doing it every day. But now—""
The longin' of the hour came back
sorrowfully for a
know what I'll do
sing ‘My Old Kentucky Home' for
Grandma Chri morning, I'm
going to p'like I have a phonograph
all my own. FP'like I'm it plaving
the song for Grandma. instead of
SINEINE it to her while
ﬂ[lﬁ'_!il(‘}{f{ for Tobe and me for our
breakfast. She
Christmas morning
our Christmas gift.”

“But I want something else.” hi
went on, the filling his big
eyes, “'something that don't want
me."’

“What's that?"” 1 asked.

“1 want to p'like my teacher’s
happy, but I just can't
isn't.”
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At her request they'd built a lit.
tle lean-1to room onto the side of the
sod schoolhouse, and she lived in it
all by herself. It seemed so
ural for a smart pretty girl like her,
that had had a college education,
and been associated in a iraternity.
There isn't one of the Star County
giris ever went to college that didn’'t
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T od didn’t say it. but we who knew
him could understand what that kind.
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They was hardly any of the
geason’s regular spirit of good-will
in the upper Smoky valley that year.
You all remember 1917, closin® with
war clouds black around us Thnugh
we so many thousand miles
away from them rain-sogged, blood-
blackened fields of France. May
the good Lord protect this world
from ever secein’ the same again,
And may the good sense of the U,
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Tod paused a moment and stared at
the lobby floor, but not a man moved
or spoke. W e were all with him back
in that time his story was painting for
s,

Three days before Christmas I left
my cart down by the corner and run
up through the canyon to the Gabel's
with little P’'like. There wasn't no
use for me to try to drive through
the canyon over that rough trail.
And as I told you it was a shorter
way to the shack of a house hid be-
hind the hills. The dark was drop-
pin down fast that night, it was
just about the winter solstice, you
know, the shortest day of the year.
And I felt sort of uneasy about the
boy goin’ up there alone in the deep-
enin’ dark. But I needn’t of, for his
bright eyes wasn’'t in his little but-
ton-head for nothin'. He could see
better'n an owl any night in the
year. As we turned out of the deep-
ast pocket of the canyon he caught
sight of Tobe Gabel wanderin’ off
down where I know I'd never seen
him myself.

Tobe had started out to meet us,
and as usual, with his poor twisted
mind, about directions and every-
thing, he went the wrong way. By

(Continued on Page 7)
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tbox was put up, though, as I say,
‘they never had any mail that I
"didn’'t put into it myself for them,

yon,
time was double full.

But how that old woman did love

But that youngster never missed a
day lookin’ into it. Seemed like he
was always longin’ get a letter
from somewhere. And he'd get big-
eved and all excited, if he found an
old.circular, or something like that,
in . though he wasn't fooled by it
at all. He was too blamed quick for
that. But he could “p’'like” it was
samething for his grandma from
Kentucky, because he knew she
loved the old Blue Grass country so,
And when you think of the dry
 treeless little ranch hid back in the
Smoky Hill valley, you can't won.
der.

School was heaven to little P’'like,
and he licked up learnin’ something
wonderful. Seemed like I could just
see his mind growin’ every day. It
was like watchin' a vine on a trel-
lis, the knowin' way he had of reach-
in' out and catchin’® on higher up
like. He was just a little deserted
foundlin’ of a woodscalf, picked up
in the Kentucky mountains, outside
of the protection of the State Game
Laws, and worth nothin® at all, if
it hadn’t seemed to a poor, ignorant,
heart-broken woman he might sort
of take the place of her own boy
lost so many years before. And 1
knew pretly soon—because us rural
mail carriers learns to look right
through house walls on our routes
and know what's inside of 'em—I
knew he was, all unknowin’, be-
ginnin’ to be a real light-bearer into
that lonely little home on the ranch
Jost sight of in the upper Smoky
hills. He took every single thing he
Jearned in the schoolhouse alcag
with him. And it wasn't orly just
his little First Reader, and the num-
bers. It was clean finger nails, and
bowin' his head to say the Lord's
Prayer, and the most amazin'
scraps of information from listen-
in' to the older classes recitin’, all
openin’' a new world to his big bright
eyes and dreamin’ soul.
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HE teacher out in District 33--
the farthest one on my route, it
was—was a strange girl that nobody
knew anvihing about. You remem-
ber, Abram, she come in here that

fall one evenin’ when the train was |

late, and left early the next mornin’
for that school settlement: and as
far as I know Star City never did
see her again. DBut teachers of any

Kind was so scarce in 1917 on ac-
count of Red Cross, and high-grade
pay for any-grade clerks in Wash-
ington—"specially teachers worth a
darn for a district like that one up
on the Smoky Hill, that they was
only too glad to get anybody willin’
10 come to them. Nobody knew how
long that war would hang on. The
real smart ones was declarin’ it
couldn’t end under ten vears.

o0 when this girl wearin' one of
thexe sorority pins, and carryin' a
diplomy from some college, sort of
dropped in from nowhere and of-
fered to teach their school, District
g9 took her as God's providence
without a murmur. Her name was
Ruth Ravenstow. She had big dark
eyes, and about the prettiest hair |
ever see. But her face was white
as chalk. Never a bit of color in
her cheeks, and never a smile on her
lips, even when she was talkin' to
the children that just adored her.
Just a hard, white face, with no
more show of feelin’ in it than a
marble woman. There wasn't no
warmth of life about her, and vet
she had that strange sort of what
you call magnetism, that draws ev-
erybody in spite of themselves.

dhe schoolhouse they had then—
it's just a pile of earth now—was an
old soddy built back in the late
gseventies or early eighties—warm
in winter, of course, as the soddies
always was; and big enough, too,
for they was only eleven children
in District 33. P’'like’'s mailbox was
the same number, the only figures
e knew when it was put up. He'd

pad them on the old soddy door

¢ mornin’' he started to school. and

. day.

| 11,

music, though she didn’t sing any
herself. Hard work bears down
heavy on the singin’ spirit if you add
to it the memory of a lost child and
the hopelessness of a living one. And
little P’like, who could warble like a
bird, never told her a word about
the phonograph at school—he was
odd that way, always had more in-
side of him than he'd let on about.
But I found out later why he didn’t
tell her. She just loved to hear him
singin' to her at her wbrk, and he'd
stand up before her and go clear
through a song for her. But he kept
it all to himself that he was learn-
in' a new one to spring on her sing-
in'-hungry soul Christmas morning
-—Nis gift, you see, such as it was;
but his best.
the song he loved best, “My Old
Kentucky Home.” His eyes would
just shine like the stars reflected on
the still Smoky waters when he'd
tell me about it
deepest part of the canyon, where
the walls run up awfully high, he'd
have me stop still, and hear him
sing it through. And he'd act out
the way he was going to stand up
before his grandma,
morning, and do it, and her never
dreamin’ he knew the song she loved
so well. Oh, boy! the joy that little
critter did get out of the surprise
he was plannin’ seemed strange
even to me who sees such a lot of
the inside of the life out on the
lonely rural ways us routers fol-
lows.

HAT fall I got closer to my folks

than ever before, owin’ of course
to the war; and closer to Grandma
Gabel through little P'like: and elos-
er to Miss Ravenstow. She had be-
gun to watch for me, too, but with
the saddest face I ever see in all
my life. Never any expectation in
it, nor the merest line as if she
thought I'd stopped to give her any
mail, though 1'd got the habit of
stoppin’ a minute every single day,

" even if 1 did znow she wasn’t lookin’

for a letter. Except for such mail
as comes to any teacher, nothin’
ever come to her that fall. No post.

mark but Star City was ever on
anything in her box; not a maga-
zine, nor newspaper, nor nothin’ but
local ads from them that get the
County Superintendent's directory,
and blank reports to be filled out

' by teachers every month.

And yet I could see she was starv-
in’ for something, if it wasn't a let-
ter. That's why I stopped every
day, hopin' I could help her find it.
Little P'like seen it too. That was
what his eyes was for—to see with.
He used to watch her open her mail
to find out if it made her glad at
all. Appeared like he was just starv-
in’ to see her smile once. And he
seemed to know by a child's in-
stinct it hadn't. It got on his mind
terribly. For a girl that never did
smile, day in and day out, it was

' queer how those children did love

that teacher. And especially P'like,
who worshiped her from the first
She had put something so
new and sweet into his poor dry lit-
tle child-life over at the Gabel
ranch.

“When things I want don’t want
" he confided to me one after-
noon, “why I just p’like they do
come anyhow. I wish I had a pho-

. nograph for my grandma.” He said

it so wistful like. *“But I haven't
and I can’'t ever get one, and I'm
never going to tell her there is one.”

"Why mebby you can get one when
you grow up, a big man, and you
will help her to have a lot of things.”

' 1 suggested to him, seeing clearly
now why the little cub hadn’'t men. |

tioned the phonograph at home.

“Won't I be like Tobe, and have
to be looked after, t00?"’ he asked
wonderingly.

It hadn’t ever occurred to him he

could get above the kind of life he'd
always known.

And he'd picked out '
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